wanted to take that hand, to press it to his parched lips, to wet
it with his tears, to kiss, to kiss it to all eternity. He wanted
to say a great deal, but what he did not know himself; he
would have been glad to die at that instant. But his arms
felt like lead and would not move; he was as it were numb,
and felt nothing but the blood pulsing through his veins, with
throbs which seemed to lift him up as he lay in bed. Some-
body gave him water. ... At last he fell into unconsciousness.
He woke up at eight o'clock in the morning. The sunshine
was pouring through the green, mouldy windows in a sheaf oi
golden rays; a feeling of comfort relaxed the sick man's limbs.
He was quiet and calm, infinitely happy. It seemed to him that
someone had just been by his pillow. He woke up, looking
anxiously around him for that unseen being; he so longed to
embrace his friend and for the first time in his life to say, "A
happy day to you, my dear pne."
"What a long time you have been asleep!" said a woman's
gentle voice.
Ordynov looked round, and the face of his beautiful land-
lady was bending over him with a friendly smile as clear as
sunlight.
"How long you have been ill!" she said, "It's enough;
get up. Why keep yourself in bondage? Freedom is sweeter
than bread, fairer than sunshine. Get up, my dove, getj^g."
Ordynov seized her hand and pressed it warmly., it^eemed
to him that he was still dreaming.
"Wait; I've made tea for you. Do you want some tea?
You had better have some; you'll be better. I've been fll
myself and I know."
"Yes, give me something to drink," said Ordynov in a faint
voice, and he got up on his feet. He was still very weak. A
chill ran down his spine, all his limbs ached and felt as though
they were broken. But there was a radiance in his heart, and
the sunlight seemed to warm him with a sort of solemn, serene
joy. He Mt that a new, intense, incredible life was beginning
for him. His head was in a slight whirl.
"Your name is Vassily?" she asked. "Either I have made
a mistake, or I fancy the master called you that yesterday."
"Yes, it is. And what is your name?" said Ordynov, going
nearer to her and hardly able to stand on his feet. He
staggered.
She caught him by the arm, and laughed.
"My name is Katerina," she said, looking into his face with